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HERE’S TO YOU, 
MR. ROBINSON 


BY 


BARRY LOWE 


What’s a boy to do when confronted with his real live wet 
dream? 


HERE’S TO YOU, MR. ROBINSON 


Bloody tease! 


How was | supposed to concentrate on my uni reading list 
if he persisted in washing his car every Saturday in a pair of 
hip hugging overalls peeled down to the waist to reveal his 
gorgeous pecs, abs and biceps? I’m a muscle queen - | love 
the male body. Love to rub my hands across a smooth, or 
hairy, muscular male body. I’m an equal opportunity man 
lover. Hairy, smooth, doesn’t matter. What does matter is 
that | like my men with a certain amount of maturity. A few 
laugh lines around the eyes, a little earthy experience, plus 
an ability to plough my ass for hours on end. Maybe even 
return the favour sometimes and let me jab my dick up their 
anal chute every once in a while. 


The ‘He’ in question was Mr. Robinson. He had moved in 
just across the street and down two from my family’s home. 
The house had been vacant for about a year when | went off 
to university in the summer. | didn’t return home for the first 
two-week semester break, much to my family’s dismay. | 
used that old excuse that | was falling behind with my work 
and needed to concentrate to keep my assignments up to 
scratch. What | was really doing was socialising. Most kids 
who go on to higher education, especially those who are 
living away from home for the first time, discover a parallel 
world they scarcely dreamed existed. A world of sucking and 
fucking, of falling in love, of experimenting with their 
sexuality. 


| was experimenting every spare moment. | had a fair 
idea | was ‘otherly inclined’ before | left home and | was 
determined to prove it one way or the other to my own 
satisfaction, if to nobody’s else’s, before the year was out. | 
guess | believed my family loved me enough to be 
Supportive of where my proclivities lay. | knew it wasn’t a 
‘choice,’ it was the way | was programmed in the womb. 


Sure, I’d had loads of girl friends in high school but no 
girlfriends. I’m sure my family must have noticed. My best 
mate, Troy, and | stuck together like the proverbial glue. We 
had lots of interests in common, from Japanese manga 
through old Steve Reeves and Gordon Scott sword and 
sandal movies of the 1960s to, we discovered later on, a 
deep and abiding sexual interest in men. 


Neither of us had done much through high school. While 
our straight mates were busy nailing cheer leaders and 
erstwhile girlfriends they’d promised to marry when their 
economic ship came in, we were busy discussing which 
jocks we’d heard played around under the bleachers after 
football practice. 


Troy and | had made a few fumbled attempts at 
experimentation together but we’d ended up giggling a lot, 
too embarrassed to touch each other and ending with a half- 
hearted wank. We swore it would remain our secret and 


we’d never try it again. We very successfully stuck to our 
pledge for years and it didn’t look like being broken any 
time soon. Besides, Troy had a great new relationship that 
was going gangbusters and he was happier than he’d ever 
been, eager to introduce his mate to me, and just as eager 
to see me partnered. 


It was a long-term goal of mine as well. | just couldn’t see 
it occurring in my insular home town. I’d need a big city to 
find my heart’s desire. | was convinced of that. 


Mum picked me up at the airport, handing me the keys to 
her small car, telling me it was mine for the duration of the 
break. She only used it to do the shopping and to visit 
friends and | was more than happy for her to borrow it back 
when the occasion arose. | had no need of a vehicle at uni 
as | lived on campus and just about everything | needed was 
within walking distance. Occasionally, if a pick-up lived on 
the edge of town, | would resort to a taxi to get home but 
my technique was good enough he usually asked me to stay 
the night in order that we could repeat the exercise the 
following morning. If it was a weekend, we would sometimes 
repeat the exercise all day Saturday and well into Sunday, 
before he drove me back to the campus, me all fatigued and 
usually sore. 


Not much likelihood of that in Dullsville as | liked to 
christen my dreary little town. It had the basics: a sex 
emporium which stocked gay porn DVDs, as well as having 
porno booths with glory holes. If | was desperate | could 
always get my rocks off anonymously. Dullsville also 
boasted a gay bar of sorts. By day it was a working men’s 
bar, catering to the factory workers in the area. At night, it 
transformed, like Cinderella, into a magic fairyland that, 
unfortunately, was more likely to attract the ugly sisters 
than Cinderella herself. It was a friendly haven for the same- 
sex attracted plus any number of variations that had been 
labelled perverted by psychiatry until well into the twentieth 
century. 


The small population, of course, did not allow for 
individual premises for each and every fetish and 
predilection so on any given night you were likely to see 
drag queens mixing with leather fetishists, and those into 
BDSM. | think the town ran to one or two of each sexual 
variation, which meant there was always someone to chat 
to, acceptance being the core value rather than moral 
outrage if you suddenly stumbled upon someone lying in the 
urinal waiting to be watered. 


Any new face in town was immediately the centre of 
attention, especially if he was a local boy returning. 
Strangers passing through were easy pickings, while kids 
just experimenting or coming to terms with their attraction 
were mentored through the lonely process by a number of 
older men in the town who saw it as their duty to ensure a 
happy transition into the brotherhood. It was a strictly hands 
off mentorship and the men were scrupulous in their 
dealings. It was one of the things | did admire about the 
town. 


It was always a shock on my return to feel a smile creep 
across my face and my pulse quicken as the familiar streets 
beckoned to me. My own street, in particular, made... 

Whoa, what was that? 


| was so busy craning my neck | almost ran into the 
gutter near our home. 


| pulled over, my heart racing, managing to croak out. 
“Who was that?” 


| thought it must have been God, he was so gorgeous. 

Mum turned to look. “Oh, that’s the Robinsons. They 
moved into the house across the street from us. | thought 
I'd emailed you about that.” 


If she had, she had failed to mention that Mr. Robinson 
was a gay boy’s walking wet dream. 


“Robinsons? Plural?” | asked. 
“Lovely couple. Two children, about eight and ten.” 
Damn. There was the word | didn’t want to hear: couple. 


Oh well, eye candy was useful to fuel my fantasies and, 
by the looks of it, Mr. Robinson was going to feature heavily 
in my dreams. 


“They've been here about five months now. Keep very 
much to themselves. Not exactly hermits but not exactly 
friendly either. Enough to smile and say hello.” 


“Maybe they’re just shy,” | said as | restarted the car and 
drove into the garage. 


My old room had been left as a shrine to my adolescence. 
The posters, the books, the Japanese manga all neatly 
stacked awaiting my return. One day soon all trace of me 
will be packed away and the room denuded of my existence 
as | cut the ties with home and head out into the bigger, 
scarier, and more exciting world. The thought depressed me 
for a moment, but | shook it off when | got a text message 
from Troy inviting me over to meet his new beau that 
evening. 


Mum was disappointed, but forgiving, as long as | stayed 
home long enough to greet my dad before | went out. | 
intended taking a nap as I find homecomings tiring. It’s the 
reactivating of old synapses in the brain that have 
hibernated during my absence from the town. After a cup of 
tea with mum who asked too many leading questions about 
my social life, although | think | successfully fielded them, | 
excused myself and went to my room where my bed 
welcomed me like an old friend. If | could bottle the feeling 
of warmth and security | get when | slip under the familiar 
covers, I’d be a wealthy man. 


The sound of kids play screaming woke me an hour or so 
later. It was an unfamiliar sound in this neighbourhood and | 


sat up in bed. A deep masculine voice shouted, “Don’t go on 
the road, you hear me?” I’d never heard that voice before 
but | sensed immediately to whom it belonged: Mr. 
Robinson. Luckily, my upstairs bedroom faced the street and 
| was at the window in seconds. Pulling the curtains aside, | 
peered over the road and down a few houses. 


| was right. Mr. Robinson had obviously picked up his son 
and daughter from school. He chased around after them 
making them laugh and shout, enough to disturb the whole 
neighbourhood. He must have realised because he stopped 
suddenly and looked about as if guilty. Then he raised his 
eyes and looked directly at my window. | gasped. Even from 
this distance | could see his eyes flutter wide revealing their 
intense blue. He seemed surprised, as if he weren’t 
expecting to see anyone watching him, and then his face 
broke into a wide smile. He clapped his hands and gathered 
the boy and girl to take them into the house all the way 
keeping his eyes on my window where | was paralysed with 
desire, too excited even to swallow. 


| drove mum mad with questions about the neighbours, 
hoping that | covered my tracks concerning my throbbing 
desire for Mr. Robinson by asking about the children and his 
wife as well. She could tell me frustratingly little and 
attempted several times to change the subject. My dad 
turned up with my younger sister, Terri, and the subject was 
mothballed for the time being. He asked polite questions 
about my studies, skirting the personal, and lauded my 
scholarly success. My little sister merely grumped that I'd 
come home to usurp her position as favoured child. She 
would have to share the accolade for the duration of my 
stay. It would be an uneasy truce. 


| excused myself to shower and head out to see Troy who 
welcomed me with a hug as welcoming as my old bed and a 
chaste kiss on the cheek. | kept my inquisitiveness on a 
leash as | listened to him rave about his partner, Vince, who 
would be joining us later for dinner. | could read the love and 
affection he harboured for his boyfriend but it became 


mawkish and repetitive. In the midst of yet another long 
paean to his mate’s perfection, | interrupted. 


“What can you tell me about Mr. Robinson?” 


| thought he would be pissed off, but he smiled 
indulgently. “Sorry, | do go on a bit. Mr. Robinson? So, 
you've seen him then?” 


“He’s hard to miss.” 


“That he is. And knowing your attraction to older men | 
knew you wouldn’t miss him.” 


“Come on, spill.” 


“He’s gorgeous. Built like a brick shithouse. Gay guys 
drive up the street on a Saturday morning just to ogle his 
body as he washes his car.” 


“What?” 


“He does it stripped to the waist. Vince has driven past 
and says the street is a bottle neck around eleven in the 
morning. He has washboard abs, pecs of steel, although 
how anybody knows without touching them I’m not sure, 
biceps like outsize walnuts, and speaking of his nuts...well, 
no one knows because they’ve never seen them.” 


“Shit,” | pouted. 


“He’s married with two kids. Never turns up at the bar, 
has never been seen at that toilet beat in the park, and 
absolutely nobody has snared him in one of the local gay 
social groups on the net. His kids are happy and well- 
adjusted while his wife is, | have it on good authority as I’m 
no expert, as appealing to heterosexual men and lesbians 
as he is to gay men and straight women.” 


When Vince arrived | warmed to him immediately, 
although he could add little to unravelling the Mr. Robinson 


mystique. The meal was top notch, Troy has a real flair in 
the kitchen, and we adjourned to the lounge room where 
Vince was content to sit back and listen as we two old 
friends waxed nostalgic about our years growing up 
together. When Vince started to get a little frisky | knew it 
was time to leave. 


Over the next few days, impatient for Saturday to arrive 
and praying that the weather would be sunny, | sank back 
into the town’s slower pace, meeting up with Troy and other 
old friends for lunch and gossip, most of which revolved 
around the fact | lived opposite the town’s new sex god. It 
was probably just as well the poor guy knew nothing of his 
status among the gay mafia in town, let alone among the 
single women and not a few married ones. He would have 
run screaming for anonymity in a big city. 


My fourteen-year-old sister, Terri, and her shrieking 
friends drove me insane in the afternoon with their 
ceaseless chatter and loud music, especially as | propped 
myself at the window to watch the subject of my unrequited 
lust drive up with his kids in tow after school. | had lectured 
myself severely on the morality or otherwise of desiring a 
married man with kids, especially a seemingly happily 
married man but, what the hell, it didn’t hurt to look. If he 
was out of reach, | was only window shopping. 


Each morning | would sit at the kitchen table, morosely 
attempting to get my poor over-heated fantasies to leave 
my sleep-clogged mind, as my sister rabbited on about the 
sorts of inanities that occupy the undeveloped mind of a 
young female teenager. 


“My girlfriend, Jenny, thinks you’re cute,” Terri said during 
a lull in the conversation. 


“That’s nice,” | said, munching on my breakfast muesli. | 
meant it sarcastically because Terri was obviously spoiling 
for a fight. 


“Don’t you try anything with her,” Terri pouted in a way 
which suggested she felt betrayed by Jenny’s obviously 
keen interest in me. 


“I won't,” | grunted. “She’s too young for me.” And the 
wrong gender, | felt like adding. 


Terri wasn’t about to let it go. “She’s my best friend in the 
whole world and | don’t want my icky brother trying to get 
into her pants.” 


She’d been baiting me all through breakfast. | was 
exasperated, so | opened my mouth without thinking. 


“No worries there, kiddo.” She hates being called a kid. 
“I’m not interested in pimply adolescent girls. My taste runs 
to older men with experience who know what they’re 
doing.” 


| had the spoon half way to my mouth when my brain 
suddenly flashed an alert on what I’d just said. There was a 
thunderous silence around the table. | screwed up my face 
in disbelief I’d just outed myself, before opening my eyes to 
look at my parents. Was that shock | saw on their faces? 
Disgust? | didn’t have a chance to think about it because my 
sister, oblivious to my faux pas, sailed on. “You better keep 
your hands off my boyfriend then, too.” 


Stalling for time, | said, “You’ve got a boyfriend?” 
“Of course,” she said smugly. “I bet you don’t.” 


As | had no reply to that | continued eating, waiting for 
the kitchen to cave in around me. 


There was a long silence before mum said, “Well?” 
“Well what?” | mumbled without looking up. 


“Do you have a boyfriend?” 


“No,” | admitted. 

Terri began a singsong chant, “My brother’s a loser. He 
doesn’t have a boyfriend. I’ve got a boyfriend and he 
doesn’t.” 

“You're excused, Terri,” dad said sharply. 

“| haven’t finished my toast,” she pouted. 

“Take your toast with you, and run outside,” mum said. 


“You just want to have a grown up conversation. I’m 
going but | can’t guarantee | won’t listen at the door.” 


” 


“You do that, honey,” mum replied, Knowing full well if 
she gave permission it took away all desire to do so. 


After she’d left, dad turned to me. “So, Troy is not your 
boyfriend.” 


My mother interjected. “No, sweetheart. That nice Vince 
Slater from the farmer’s market is Troy’s boyfriend. They’ve 
been together for months now.” 

“Oh?” 

“You never listen when | tell you anything—” 

“Gossip,” he humphed. 


Mum ignored him. “Is that nice Mr. Robinson across the 
street more your type then?” 


“Mu-um!” 
She put her hands up in defence. “Just asking.” 
| put my spoon down. “Okay. Get it over with.” 


“What, dear?” My mum was all smiles. 


“The tears. The accusations. The threats. The warnings 
about dying sad and alone.” 


“Whatever gave you those ideas?” mum asked. 


“We're just a little upset,” dad added, “that you’ve taken 


so long to tell us. | emphasise the words “a little’. 
| was gobsmacked. “You knew all along?” 


“I may not be the brightest at maths,” mum said, “but 
even | can put two and two together.” 


Dad ticked the points off on his fingers. “No girlfriends 
through high school. Always mooning over the latest boy 
band. Do you know how excruciating it is for a grown man to 
have to listen to all that saccharin music? No, | guess 
youthful hormones don’t necessarily instil an appreciation of 
good music...” 


“Dear.” Mum attempted to steer him back to the point. 


“Troy. Nice kid but as obvious as glitter on a giggle. You 
and him holed up in your bedroom locked in private 
conversations for hours on end. The only girls you ever 
mentioned, and then it was only rare and in passing, were 
those fag hags that hung around the two of you at school. 
The posters you hung on your bedroom wall were always 
male jocks without shirts yet you never showed the slightest 
interest in sports. The way you took no interest in television 
programs unless the star was what you kids call a ‘hot male 
number’ and then you’d squirm on the lounge as if adjusting 
yourself constantly.” 


“Da-ad!” 
“Need more?” 


“Was | really that obvious?” 


Mum was more placatory. “We wondered. We knew you’d 
tell us when you’d worked it out for yourself. We were 
always here if you needed us.” 


| suddenly got a little teary eyed. 
“So, you're okay with this?” 


“Of course. With IVF we can still look forward to 
grandchildren,” mum smirked. “And they'll legalise gay 
marriage any day now and | can look forward to planning a 
big wedding and—” 


“Whoa,” | cried. “Way too early. I’m still finding my feet.” 


Dad stuttered for a moment, coughed, then launched into 
his embarrassing question. “By mature, you don’t mean like 
my age? There’s this one chap at work, unmarried, a bit 
anally retentive if you ask me, but—” 


“Ewww. | do not want my parents trying to set up blind 
dates for me in an attempt to show how accepting they are. 
Let me make my own mistakes please.” I’m afraid | raised 
my voice. | wondered whether it would have made it easier 
if they had been less accepting. 


A bit stunned by everything that had transpired at 
breakfast | returned to the bedroom. It was just about the 
time Mr. Robinson would appear in his fashionable suit, 
gather the children and strap them in the back seat of his 
Jeep and head off down the street toward the local school. 
Every morning | sat at the window to ogle and sigh at the 
short glimpse | got of the unattainable man of my wet 
dreams. 


Just as | set myself up for a comfortable perv, there was a 
knock at the door. | sprinted back to the bed just as mum 
opened the door. 


“I’m just heading off to the mall. Would you like to come 
with me?” 


“Not today, mum, | have a lot of studying to catch up 
on.” 


“You used to like going shopping with me.” 


Before | could answer, there was the sound of a car being 
backed out of a garage opposite. Mum moved to the 
window, pulling aside the curtain. | was mortified, for the 
binoculars were still on the sill aimed directly at the 
Robinson house. She saw them, and then looked out at the 
view. 


“Oh, | see. Well, | can see it’s nothing your father or | can 
help you study so I’d best leave you to it.” 


| mumbled, “Thanks mum” as she quietly closed the 
door. 


| scooted over to the window quickly. Mr. Robinson was 
going about his usual routine when | heard his name called 
and he looked around. 


Shit, no! It was my mother crossing the road to speak to 
him. What was she up to? No matter how hard | strained | 
was unable to hear their conversation. At one stage, Mr. 
Robinson looked up at my window, smiling. | was hiding 
behind the curtain and hoped he couldn’t see me. | was 
beetroot with embarrassment. 


The following day was my first Saturday at home. | was a 
nervous wreck waiting for eleven o’clock to roll around. | 
told mum | didn’t want to be disturbed under any 
circumstances for at least an hour as | would be working on 
a particularly difficult assignment that needed my utmost 
concentration. 


The traffic did seem to get heavier as the hour 
approached. It was a hot day so everything looked set for 
quite a show. The garage door opened and Mr. Robinson 
drove his car out onto the street. Yes, he was dressed in old 
overalls. As he began to suds the vehicle, the water and 


soap wet his outfit so that it clung to his body. It did not 
appear he was wearing underwear. 


My cock was hard and I'd taken the precaution of having 
lube nearby so | could stroke without my knob getting hand 
burn. Men in cars not normally seen in the neighbourhood 
honked their horns as they passed and Mr. Robinson waved 
happily. He was either very friendly and gregarious or totally 
oblivious to the sexual connotations of what was occurring. 
One adventurous individual went as far as pulling up 
alongside my adored one and spoke to him after lowering 
his window. Mr. Robinson seemed quite amiable enough in 
conversation even looking toward my house from time to 
time and pointing once while nodding his head. 


Then the car pulled into our driveway. It was Vince and 
Troy. They’d interrupted my road to orgasm. Although my 
cock was still leaking pre-come | quickly put it away and 
threw on baggy clothes that would disguise my excitement, 
and ran downstairs. Mum had already answered the door 
and was happily chatting to my best friend and his lover. 


| invited them up to my room but mum suggested, “It’s 
too hot and stuffy inside today why don’t you boys go out 
and sit on the front porch. l'Il bring you something nice and 
cold to drink.” 


What could be better? A front row seat. 

“Your mum is so cool,” Troy said as we lounged on the 
chairs and the love seat while ogling our neighbour. He 
waved as we came out of the house and we all waved back 
although me more eagerly than the others. 

“You think my mum knows | fancy him?” | asked. 

Vince snorted. 


“That man is god,” Troy said and Vince biffed him on the 
shoulder. 


Troy pretended to pout. “I can look, can’t |?” 
“But don’t touch.” 


Troy snuggled into his boyfriend, pecking him adoringly 
on the cheek. Mum brought out the cans of soft drink at that 
moment: Troy and Vince sprang apart guiltily. 


“We're all adults here,” she said. “Just don’t scare the 
neighbours.” 


We all helped ourselves to the cold drinks while as mum 
waved to Mr. Robinson who called out a greeting. 


“I can see what all the fuss is about now,” she said 
dreamily. “If | were thirty years younger | think I’d make a 
play for him myself. Hmm, | wonder if he likes older 
women.” 


“Mu-um!” 

“Just saying. You know desire doesn’t automatically dry 
up when you turn fifty, young man.” She flounced back 
inside the house putting on quite a show for the man over 
the road. 

Troy said it again. “Your mum is so cool.” 


Vince had been watching me. “You really like him, don’t 
you?” 


“Who wouldn’t?” Troy asked. 


“No, | don’t mean in that superficial kid in a lolly shop 
way.” 


“Yeah, aS much as | can without knowing the man,” | 
admitted. 


Vince stood up, grabbed a cold can, taking it across the 
street. Mr. Robinson wiped his forehead before popping the 


can and putting it to his lips. Some of the liquid spilled out 
the corners of his mouth and ran down his chin. My tongue 
inched out as if attempting to lick up the residue. They 
talked for a few moments, glancing our way from time to 
time, then shook hands, and Vince strolled back to join us. 


“Why do I get the idea you’re up to something?” | asked. 
Vince’s smug looks merely confirmed my suspicions. 


“Just make sure you’re showered and in your best finery 
at eight o’clock when we call for you,” Troy said. 


“And it wouldn’t hurt to douche,” Vince added 
mischievously. “Just in case.” 


“Eww,” | said. 


Just in case, | did shower, shit and shave and was ready 
half an hour early, getting very antsy while | waited 
impatiently. About five minutes later | got a call on my 
mobile from Troy. He was running late. 


“Not to worry,” he said chirpily. “We’ve asked a friend of 
ours to pick you up. We’ll meet you at The Back Door a little 
after eight-thirty.” 


He hung up before | could tell him I’d changed my mind 
and intended staying home. 


The town’s gay bar was called The Back Door not 
because of some silly attempt at innuendo but because in 
its early years in a homophobic town it remained unnamed 
and unsignposted, its only identification in the town’s 
downmarket area being a hand-painted sign with an arrow 
and Enter by the Back Door. The name stuck and no attempt 
to give the venue a classier name ever took. The locals 
always referred to it as The Back Door. 


It wasn’t a bad spot. It had loud, thumping music upstairs 
for the younger crowd or the younger-at-heart vulture 


dressed up as chicken, while the downstairs bar was more 
conducive to chatting and enjoying a drink. It was for 
cruising. | know Troy and Vince were well intentioned but | 
didn’t feel like it. | began to rehearse my excuses for not 
going: a terrible headache, a prolapsed sphincter, an attack 
of crabs. None of them seemed even remotely plausible. 


| was still deciding between excuses when the doorbell 
rang. | sucked in my breath hoping the first thing that 
popped out of my mouth wouldn’t be too stupid for words. | 
knew the guy at the door was a blind date Troy and Vince 
had obviously set up and | didn’t want to be rude. Chances 
are he wouldn’t be a dog but he’d be unrelentingly average 
and | just didn’t feel like average that night. 


| was already apologising profusely as the door swung 
open, the words catching in my throat. 


“Hi,” he said. “You ready? Vince rang to say | should pick 
you up, he’s running late.” 


I’m afraid | just gaped at him, unable to speak. 


He seemed concerned. “Are you okay? You look a bit 
feverish.” 


“Who is it, sweetheart?” Mum called from the kitchen 
before walking in on my total paralysis. “Oh, Mr. Robinson. 
Jayson, you didn’t tell me you were going on a date with Mr. 
Robinson.” 


That brought me around quick smart. “Mu-um, I’m not 
going on a date. I’m going out with Troy and Vince. Mr. 
Robinson is just giving me a lift.” 

“Okay, if you say so.” 

| Knew she wasn’t buying it for a minute. 


Then, just like a mother, she added, “Don’t get too drunk. 
And don’t be home too late.” 


Way to put down your son in front of a man he’s trying to 
impress. | shoved him out the door, closing it behind me 
before she could belittle me any further. 


“Cool lady, your mum,” he said. 


“If anyone else tells me how cool my mum is, | think l'Il 
scream,” | said churlishly, wondering whether he fancied 
her. That would be just my luck. 


Mr. Robinson walked ahead of me, giving me the 
opportunity to admire his perfect round butt encased to 
perfection in his tight jeans. He was good enough to eat. He 
wore a T-shirt, two sizes too small to contain his massive 
arms and chest, the fabric straining not to burst at the 
seams. | felt weak in the sphincter just looking at him. My 
mind was only just beginning to join the dots. Mr. Robinson 
is gay? Nah, there were lots of straight men who went to 
The Back Door for a drink, although | couldn’t think of any 
just at that precise moment. 


“Debbie’s taken the kids away for the weekend, so | had 
a free night.” 


| hopped into the vehicle, still unable to speak. 

“Buckle up and we'll be underway.” 

| clicked my seatbelt into place and turned to stare at 
him. The first thing out of my mouth was the excruciatingly 
embarrassing, “You can’t be gay.” 

He merely chuckled as he started the car. “This body 
says otherwise, Chiquita. How many straight guys you know 
built like me, eh?” 

| knew it was a joke rather than conceit. 


“But everyone thinks you’re married with kids.” 


“Debbie’s my little sis. The kids are hers. She’s taken 
them to visit her asshole of a husband to see if there’s 
anything left to salvage of their relationship. She still loves 
the bastard. | don’t know what she sees in him. She’s better 
off staying with me so | can take care of them.” 


“Stifles any chance of a relationship, or even sex,” | 
suggested. 


“I’m over relationships. Big time.” 


| filed that away for later because the bitter way he said 
it brooked no discussion at the moment. 


“As for sex,” he continued. “A much over-rated 
commodity in my book.” 


I’m such a klutz, my mouth is always flapping. “Easy for 
you to say. You’re gorgeous and can obviously have any 
man you want—” 


“Then how come the man | wanted didn’t want me,” he 
Snapped. 


Change the subject, Jayson. 

“All I’m saying is, I’m just starting out and I’m a bit on the 
homely side so sex is a really big deal for me at the 
moment. When I’m old and jaded like you are, then maybe | 
won’t care so much.” 

He looked over at me and lifted my face toward him, 
keeping his other hand firmly on the wheel. If he was 
insulted he didn’t show it. 

“Who told you that you were homely, kid?” 

“Don’t ever call a grown man, kid, even in jest.” 


“Sorry. | forget how sensitive you young guys are. When 
you’re my age you'd do anything to be called ‘kid’ again. 


And you didn’t answer the question.” 


“Dunno what it’s like in your era, granddad, but we young 
‘'uns have this new-fangled invention in our log cabins. We 
call it a mirror,” | joked. “Shows us young folk what we really 
look like without fear or favour.” 


He let my face go, saying simply, “Then your mirror is 
lying if it tells you you’re homely.” 


That comment took my breath away and we spent the 
remainder of the journey in silence. The car park was 
crowded, not unusual for a Saturday night, and | saw Troy’s 
car was already here. 


As we walked toward the bar, Mr. Robinson - shit, | still 
didn’t know his name - said, “Sorry about calling you a kid 
earlier. I’m not much good around young guys. Not my 
scene. All they have between their ears is party, drugs and 
loud music.” | went to interject. “Yeah, | know | shouldn’t 
tarnish all you young guys with the same brush but, well, 
experience has taught me otherwise.” 


| would have to seriously reappraise my attraction to this 
man. “You know, Mr. Robinson, for someone who is so 
goddam physically perfect, you’re a real downer. Maybe you 
should get yourself a personality to go with the body.” 


With that | strode away from him and into the bar where | 
was engulfed in a flurry of activity as the entire bar 
screamed “Surprise!” 


| beamed at Troy and Vince who had draped a banner 
proclaiming ‘Welcome Home Jayson’ across a corner of the 
room, setting up party central around a number of the 
booths. Even patrons who didn’t know me joined in the 
revelry. | was backslapped and congratulated across the 
room to where Troy was beaming. | hugged him and Vince 
and was genuine in my thanks. 


“What a nice welcome,” | choked. 


“Where’s your date?” Vince asked. 


“You mean the guy with the muscles and the fun 
bypass?” | said sarcastically. 


Troy looked stricken. “You didn’t?” 
| nodded that, yes, | had. “Both barrels” 
Troy sighed. “Vince, go see if you can find him.” 


He pulled me aside. “I told Vince we should have warned 
you. You'll have to cut him some slack, Jay. He’s hurting. 
Short version is he was in a relationship for fifteen years. He 
and his boyfriend bought the house opposite you together 
and just before they were about to move in, the bastard 
boyfriend ran off with a younger man. That was less than six 
months ago. Since then he’s thrown all his energy into 
paying off the louse and helping his sister and her two kids 
through their messy problems.” 


“You told me you didn’t know if he was gay.” 


“Vince got the story out of him earlier today when he 
originally turned down our invitation to join our group 
tonight. This is his first time out since his break-up. It’s a big 
deal for him.” 


The crowd hushed as Vince dragged the obviously 
reluctant Mr. Robinson into the bar. Patrons gaped or buzzed 
with gossip so that by the time he reached me half the men 
had claimed prior knowledge of his gayness or else 
maintained they had slept with him. 


Vince shoved him in one side of the booth while Troy did 
the same to me from the other end. Mr. Robinson and | met 
in the centre, hemmed in by our two well-wishers. 

“I think you two should talk,” Vince said. 


“Be good,” Troy added. 


“If you two promise not to move, we'll be right back with 
drinks.” 


He took our order, leaving us alone. 
“Sorry,” | said. “I didn’t know.” 

“He told you?” 

“Yep.” 

“Shit.” 

“That’s exactly what I feel like.” 

He laughed. 


” 


“I can’t call you Mr. Robinson all night,” | said. “Sounds 


like I’m back in high school.” 


“Where are my manners?” he said. “Oh, | remember. | left 
them with my personality.” 


“Ouch.” 

“Scott,” he said. 

“Jayson.” 

“I know. | knew your name the day you came home.” 
“You stalking me?” 

“I’m not the one staring through binoculars.” 
“You saw me?” | reddened. 


“The sun glints off the lens in the morning.” 


“You must think I’m some sort of pervert.” 


“That makes two of us then,” he said kindly. “I borrowed 
my nephew Ty’s telescope one night, he’s mad keen on 
astronomy, to see what you were up to. You know you can 
see straight through those flimsy curtains of yours at night 
when you have that little Snoopy lamp on beside your bed?” 


“Oh, fuckin’ shit!” 
“That’s a nice piece of meat you’re carrying.” 
“You watched me jerk off?” 


“There was nothing of interest on TV that night so...” he 
shrugged. 


| smiled. “And what did you do?” 


“Joined you, of course. You should see the hot expression 
you get on your face when you're about to come.” 


| snuggled up against him. “Maybe you'd like to see it up 
close and personal.” 


| felt him tense. Disappointed, | moved away. 
Troy brought our drinks over and | downed it in one gulp. 


“Steady on,” Scott said. “If you get drunk too early, 
someone will take advantage of you.” 


| stood up to go buy a second vodka and bitter lemon, 
sneering, “That’s what | was hoping.” 


Okay, | was being a jerk, but the prospect of 
consummation with the man of my dreams was receding 
faster than the hairline on the older - much older - man who 
sidled up to me at the bar. 


“This one’s on me,” he said, adding before | could refuse, 
“I work with your dad.” 


| looked at him more closely. Attractive in a seedy sort of 
way. Body still in good nick. | arched an eyebrow. 


“Of course, should anything occur between us | would be 
discretion itself,” he added. 


“That goes double for me...” 
“Nigel,” he said. 


“Thank you, Nigel. I’m sure l'Il be seeing you again before 
the night is through.” 


| wandered off, flirting outrageously with anyone half 
attractive in the bar. | needed to get laid. Obviously, | had 
been fantasising over the wrong man. If | couldn’t have Mr. 
Perfect, I’d settle for Mr. Second Best. Or even lower down 
the scale if necessary. | should have stopped at three drinks 
but | didn’t. | was horny and | was obnoxious. | wandered 
back to Scott who was busy beating off a number of 
persistent admirers and plonked myself next to him. Troy 
shook his head in exasperation at my behaviour. 


| didn’t care. Leaning over, | attempted to kiss Scott on 
the lips but he pulled away. 


“I can’t,” he said. 
“Am | that ugly?” 


“Stop saying that. You’re not ugly at all. If | was twenty 
years younger...” 


“I like older men. Just ask Troy.” 
Troy nodded his agreement. 
“I’m not ready for another commitment.” 


“I’m not asking for a picket fence and three puppies. All | 
want is a fuck.” 


Scott recoiled. 


| stood up shakily and squeezed past Troy. | turned to the 
bar and in my loudest voice shrieked, “I’m not looking for a 
lifetime commitment. All | want is a fuck. What does a guy 
have to do to get a fuck around here?” 


That brought them out of the woodwork. | headed to the 
toilet in embarrassment as well as to get away from Scott in 
case | lost my temper even further. | went into the nearest 
cubicle and sat fully dressed on the bowl. Foolishly | had 
neglected to lock the door. It was pushed open by none 
other than Nigel, dad’s work colleague, who took the 
opportunity to bolt the door behind me while attempting to 
disguise it with concern for my health. 


“Are you feeling all right now?” 
“Never felt better,” | lied. 


“Good,” he said, lowering his fly. “I have an early start 
tomorrow so | thought this an opportune time to collect on 
my investment.” 


He had his pants down around his ankles and was 
massaging his cock to its full potential before my brain even 
registered that his investment was the drink he’d bought me 
earlier. 


“I knew you were a slut the moment | set eyes on you. | 
bet you suck like it’s second nature.” 


| began to object, “Just a minute—” but | couldn’t finish 
as he slid his very eager prick into my mouth. | attempted to 
push him off but he held firm to the back of my head and 
was poking into my throat before | could stop him. The quick 
glimpse l’d had of his cock showed it to be far more 
prepossessing than the man it belonged to. If | could just 
blot him out and concentrate on the rather nice slab of meat 
filling my craw I might get through this without throwing up. 
Nigel wasn’t going to take no for an answer. 


He kept up his barrage of slut talk even after | heard the 
toilet door open and someone enter the men’s room. It 
registered that the newcomer stopped close by the cubicle 
in which we were ensconced and was probably listening to 
our sexual activity. 


“Suck it good slut. I’m sure you'll have as many men as 
you want lined up to get a sample of your blow job skills. 
Oh, yeah, get your tongue round my knob, boy. | knew you'd 
be good, little fucker.” 


It was turning me on, except Nigel’s whiny voice was not 
the one | wanted to hear saying these things to me. | don’t 
mind role playing a slut but | need someone much more 
aggressive and powerful than Nigel. 


He let me come up for air, my lips spilling drool down my 
chin. | sucked it in. “Come on, Nigel, you can do better than 
that. Pound my slut face, choke me on your big, hard cock 
so l'Il never forget how good you are.” 


“Good slut faggot boy! Suck it.” 


| gagged, almost puking around the dick that filled my 
mouth. He was getting into it now and | held his flabby butt 
cheeks to keep him as far down my throat as | could so as 
not to taste his nasty seed when he blew. | used all my 
expertise to bring him off while his string of expletives 
became less coherent as he raced toward ejaculation. | 
heard the door open and our eavesdropper leave. 


| took my mouth off and tried one last ruse, “Feed me, 
daddy. Feed me all your hot spunk.” 


That did it. No sooner had he rammed as far into my 
gullet as he could possibly go he stood stock still, his body 
juddering as he shot his cock phlegm deep inside me. | 
tasted none of it, clearing my throat as he pulled out to 
keep it down. He wiped his residual jizz on my lips, pulled up 
his trousers, and then patted me on the head like a favoured 
pet. “We must do this again.” 


| waited a few minutes before | staggered to my feet, 
making sure the door was securely fastened lest some other 
horny man decide | was easy prey, and then | made my 
uneasy way back to the bar. Flashing my ID, | ordered a 
double bourbon. 


“Here, let me pay for that,” a deep resonant voice just 
near my left ear said, slapping a fifty on the counter. 


That’s what you’ve got to do to get a fuck, | thought. 
Make a total fool of yourself in the town’s only gay bar. Still, 
if it works... 


The barman scooped up the cash before | had a chance 
to say ‘no’. | turned to thank my benefactor. 


“Get it into you before you make a bigger fool of yourself 
than you already have. Then I’m taking you home.” 


“Promise,” | said, realising | was slurring my words. 


| went to pick up the drink but Scott beat me to it, 
downing it in one gulp. He slammed the glass back on the 
counter and held the bar for a moment. 


He grabbed me, hustling me to the front door. 
“Wait. | have to say good-night to Troy and Vince.” 


“They left ages ago,” he said, not letting go for a 
moment. 


Out in the cool night air, my legs buckled. Scott scooped 
me up in his arms. | snuggled into his chest as he carried 
me to his Jeep. He plonked me in the passenger’s seat, 
securing me tightly before getting in to drive off. 


| was in a playful mood and tried tickling him, running my 
fingers along his thigh, playing with his hair, but each time 
Scott forcefully removed my hand without saying a word. | 
gave up and sulked until he pulled up outside my house. 


“Boy, are you drunk,” | slurred. “Your house is on the 
other side of the street.” 


He got out and came around to my side, dragging me 
from the seat and hoisting me over his shoulder. It wasn’t a 
good idea as it put pressure on my stomach and | puked all 
down his back. Scott was impressive. It didn’t faze him. Nor 
did he hesitate in his intended task. He lowered me off his 
Shoulder and propped me upright as he rang the bell. 


“I thought we were going back to your place. You 
promised.” 


Mum opened the door, took one look at me, shot daggers 
at Scott and slapped him rather hard across the cheek. 
Dragging me inside, she slammed the door in his face. | was 
rather pleased until she began to curse me in a voice much 
too loud for this hour of the morning. She managed to get 
me up the stairs and into my bedroom, content to just cover 
me with a blanket to sleep it off. 


The whole family was waiting around the breakfast table 
when | finally emerged the next day, feeling like the sludge 
at the bottom of a toilet bowl. My head throbbed, my mouth 
was dry, my eyesight blurred. My sister looked self-satisfied, 
mum looked like thunder, and dad was more bemused. 


“No lectures necessary,” | whispered. “I’ve learned my 
lesson. Never again. Black coffee and dry toast please.” 


| sat with my head in my hands until my meagre 
breakfast was served. My sister began with her chatter but 
dad shooshed her. She wanted to know why. 


“You'll understand, love, the morning after you first come 
home in the state your brother did last night.” 


She didn’t understand but she kept quiet for which | was 
grateful. 


| looked at mum. “Thanks for getting me up to my room 
last night. Most parents would have left me on the front 
doorstep.” 


“When | see that Mr. Robinson—” she exploded. 


“Mum. It had nothing to do with him. In fact, he stopped 
me, otherwise Il’d be in a much worse mess today. He 
dragged me out of the bar.” 


She turned sheepishly to my dad. “I slapped him across 
the face.” 


| crawled back to bed after I’d had my carbohydrate and 
caffeine, not even getting up when | heard mum cross the 
road and knock on the front door of Scott’s house. There 
was a lot of mumbling then the sound of a door closing. 
Either Scott was so pissed off he’d closed the door in her 
face or else she’d gone inside. It didn’t matter, | just wanted 
to die. 


Troy rang to enquire after me but | was too far gone to 
take the call. In fact, it was Monday lunch time before lI’d 
even recovered enough to get out of bed. | stank. | needed 
to clean my teeth and have a shower. | felt marginally 
better, and later in the afternoon when | heard the Jeep pull 
up, | glanced out the window. Scott was looking up at my 
bedroom, concern written all over his face. 


| kept a low profile for the remainder of the week, 
refusing even to see Scott when he called in on Tuesday 
evening to ask after my health. | did manage to get myself 
over to Troy and Vince’s for a debrief, telling them 
everything that happened. They listened patiently and 
without recrimination. 


By Friday night | missed him. Or rather, | missed my little 
voyeuristic activities and | daringly left my curtains parted 
just enough that if he wanted to he could watch while | 
brought myself off to fantasies of our passionate 


lovemaking. Hoping he was watching, | even blew a kiss in 
his direction. | slept soundly for the first time in a week. 


The next morning was Saturday and | was up bright and 
early for the car-washing ritual. Just before Scott opened his 
garage door and emerged driving his Jeep to the side of the 
road, | was already at work on mum’s car. | had on the 
tightest pair of shorts | could melt my body into. They 
hugged my ass so tightly you could see my tight puckered 
hole outlined if | bent over, and | intended doing a lot of 
bending over. The endless parade of cars wending their way 
along the street now had two prize gay men to ogle. Scott 
and | got wolf whistles and outrageous propositions that | 
must admit were quite tempting if | hadn’t been after bigger 
game. In the midday heat, Scott peeled his overalls down to 
D above his butt. That was the opportunity | was waiting 
or. 


Turning the hose on full bore | aimed at Scott and let fly. 
He got soaked, his hair dripping and his overalls clinging to 
his legs and groin like a wet T-shirt competition. But he was 
laughing. 


“You bastard,” he called, picking up his bucket of sudsy 
water and racing across the road toward me. I was too slow, 
taking the soapy water full on, slipping over on the wet 
grass of the nature strip. Scott was on top of me before | 
had a chance to regain my footing, pinning me down. 


He sat on my chest, just staring at me. | tweaked his 
nipples which were hard as stone and dared to place my 
hand on his crotch. | wasn’t imagining things. He slid down 
my body until he felt my cock pressing into his groin. His 
face was inches from mine, his mouth quivering with desire 
but unprepared to make the final move. Placing my hand on 
the back of his head, | pulled him down to me. 


His kiss was the sweetest, gentlest and most passionate | 
had ever encountered. | melted into him and he 
reciprocated. There was none of the mad competitive 
thrusting | was used to. This was a kiss to get lost in, to take 


your time over, like a fine wine or the smoothest Swiss 
chocolate. | never wanted the feeling to end, especially as 
he ground his hard muscular body against mine, but a cry of 
‘Either come inside or get yourselves a room’ from my dad 
broke the spell. 


Scott broke away mumbling an apology and fled back 
home. | looked up at my sister’s wide-eyed amazement at 
what she’d just witnessed. 


“Sorry, son,” dad said as he helped me up. “But you two 
were creating so much heat | thought you’d scorch the 
grass. Either that or you’d be arrested.” 


For another kiss like that I’d gladly brave arrest. | raced 
upstairs to my bedroom, locked the door and watched the 
window across the street. Scott was naked, caressing his 
beautiful cock, thrashing about on his bed. | was hard in 
seconds and although it was difficult doing it while 
balancing binoculars | matched Scott’s strokes until we both 
blew our loads within seconds of each other. 


There was no repeat of the previous Saturday night as | 
was forced to spend the night at home entertaining my aunt 
and uncle and their Terri-aged daughter who were unable to 
attend my birthday barbecue the next afternoon. It was a 
family tradition that friends and neighbours were always 
welcome at the family Sunday afternoon birthday 
barbecues. 


I'd given mum a few names, Troy and Vince at the top, of 
people I'd like to invite, but that had been before Scott and | 
had even met, let alone kissed. | hoped she’d had the good 
sense to invite him. The next day, however, it looked as if 
She hadn’t or else he didn’t want to come. | put on a 
cheerful face during the party and both Troy and Vince 
rallied around to keep my spirits up, even going so far as to 
pop over to Scott’s place to see if he was home. He wasn’t. 
His beloved Jeep was gone from the garage. 


He’d made it painfully clear in so many ways that | 
wasn’t his type. I’d humiliated him, I'd shown him what a 
tramp | was, so what did | expect? That night | went to bed 
saddened that in a week or so | would be back at university 
and | could put all memories of Scott in the fantasy basket. | 
didn’t bother going to the window when | heard his Jeep pull 
up, and the delighted squeals of the kids. Yeah, | blubbered 
a bit, got all teenager angsty. So, sue me. | reckoned | had 
feelings for the mongrel. Sure, | was wallowing a bit as well, 
but... 


| heard a tap at the window. | sat up, wiping my eyes. | 
almost cried out in fright when | caught a glimpse of a 
man’s face pressed against the glass. | opened the window, 
dragging him inside before he fell. 


“What the fuck are you doing?” | whispered. “You could 
have killed yourself.” 


“| didn’t want to miss your birthday.” 


“Well, you did,” | said, turning my back on him, going to 
lie on top of my bed. 


“I know. I’m sorry. | intended being there. Was it good?” 


“Great,” | lied. “No, it was pleasant but someone very 
special didn’t show.” 


“I brought you a present.” 

“Really?” 

“I hope you like it because | can’t take it back.” 
“Where is it?” 


He shucked off his jeans and T-shirt, standing naked in 
front of me with a cute little red bow tied around his cock. 


“I hope you like it.” 


“I don’t know,” | said. “I haven’t tried it yet.” 


“Be my guest,” he said, lying down next to me on the 
bed. 


“I want another one of those kisses first.” 


He obliged and again | was putty in his arms. He 
undressed me slowly, we were in no hurry. 


“I couldn’t stop thinking about you,” he admitted as he 
peeled off my PJ top. 


“Me either.” 


“I was so jealous when | heard you in the toilet with that 
guy.” 


“That makes it all worthwhile then, because he forced 
himself on me.” 


“|I wanted to rip his cock off for touching you.” 


| kissed him to show him how much | appreciated what 
he was saying. 


“Then that week when | didn’t see you at the window. It 
was like someone had ripped part of my soul out. If you 
hadn’t come out to play yesterday, | was going to come 
after you. But that kiss. | knew then | was in way over my 
head. | was going to tell you at the party today how | felt but 
an emergency sprang up with my sis, and family comes 
first.” 


“| understand,” | lied. 


He kissed my nose. “Look. | don’t know what I’m doing. 
It’s been fifteen years since | had to date anyone. I’m out of 
practice. | don’t know what young guys today are looking 
for. l'm awkward, a bull in a china shop. All | know is, | like 


you a real lot, Jayson. I’d like to Tg time with you, see 
how we get on. I’m older than you.. 


“That really doesn’t matter to me.” 


“You say that now. But | love for keeps, Jayson. | wish | 
could just settle for a tumble in the grass. Okay, maybe 
that’s what this might be, but I’m looking for something 
steadier. You know what | mean?” 


“I’ve got feelings for you, too. Stronger than | ever felt for 
any guy before. | want to spend time with you. Get to know 
you better. If you’ll let me.” 


| pulled him closer to me, raising his arms above his head 
and buried my nose in his arm pit. | licked and sucked the 
hair tasting the salty flavour of his sweat, working my way 
along his arm until my tongue brushed over his nuggetty 
bicep and then down to his hand, tracing my tongue over 
the webbing between his fingers. | slowly licked up his abs, 
feeling the power of the man’s body as it surrendered to 
me, until | reached his pert hard nipple, running my teeth 
over it before sucking it into my mouth. 


Scott writhed beneath me as | repeated the teasing on 
his other arm. | kneeled and burrowed my nose between his 
legs, sniffing his balls as my tongue darted out to lure first 
one and then the other into my mouth where | sucked them 
gently until Scott moaned and shifted in the bed. | lapped 
up the underside of his cock until | reached the head, 
holding it steady as it throbbed in my hand, peeling back 
the foreskin to run my tongue across the slit. He groaned 
loudly enough that | had to put my hand over his mouth in 
case it woke my parents. 


“I can’t help it, babe, you’re so good. | can’t believe 
anyone so young could be so expert.” 


| wrapped my lips around the entire head and sucked 
while drawing patterns on the crown with my tongue. His 
body arched as he tried to escape but | was not about to let 


him go. | slid my mouth down to the base of his cock, licking 
and sucking as | slowly descended, until | had my nose in his 
pubic hairs. | opened my throat and swallowed him. 


“Holy fuck!” he croaked. “No more. | can’t take it. You'll 
make me come.” 


| was counting on it. 


Picking up the pace | moved my head in a circular motion 
as | caressed his cock with my tongue for a few seconds and 
then pushed my face down to engulf him, sliding the last 
few inches into my throat. It was hard not to gag but | did 
my darnedest and was rewarded with Scott placing both 
hands on my head and beginning to fuck my mouth. He did 
it with a gentle rhythm that was easy to match as | wanted 
this to be good for him. | had never enjoyed having a man in 
my mouth as much as Scott. | wanted to worship every 
square inch of his body. 


He began thrusting faster so | concentrated, hoping more 
than anything to taste him. | wanted his spunk on my 
tongue so | could savour him. | took him down my throat 
and kept him there until | felt his balls clench, then moved 
my lips up the shaft capturing his jets of man juice in my 
mouth. | sucked him dry, running my tongue across the last 
drools that oozed from his cock head. 


“You fuckin’ swallowed?” he said in awe. 


| wondered just what his former boyfriend used to do for 
him. 


“You've worn me out,” he sighed. He gazed sleepily at 
me before he said, “I guess | should get going.” But it didn’t 
sound like his heart was in it. 

“Please stay the night,” | begged. 


He ran his fingers through my hair, then around my eyes 
which were still a little bloodshot. 


“You've been crying,” he said. 
“A little.” 
“Because of me?” 


| didn’t answer him. He kissed me with such tenderness 
he almost brought on another jag of weeping. 


“I never want to hurt you, Jay. Forgive a stupid old fart.” 
“Fuck me, Scott. | need you inside me.” 


He turned me over, slipping a pillow under me to elevate 
my ass, then spread my cheeks for access to push his 
tongue against my hole. | wanted so much to moan out 
loud, scream my appreciation of what he was doing, but 
contented myself with little gasps of pleasure. He flicked 
around my asshole lubricating me with saliva before aiming 
for the centre and pushing through. His mouth action almost 
made me come and | had to ask him to stop for a moment 
as it was too much. 


He spat in my ass and slowly slid a finger inside me. It 
was so pleasurable | felt no pain at all, begging him to add 
another finger. Then another. 


“Your ass is amazing,” he said. “The way it grabs my 
fingers and sucks them in. The way the rim of your hole is 
drawn out as | withdraw.” 


He finger fucked me languidly until my asshole was on 
fire. 


“| need you so bad,” | whimpered. 


Rolling me over onto my back, he raised my legs. | was 
glad as | wanted to watch his face as he entered me. He 
rubbed the head of his prick against my hole, lubricating it 
with his pre-come, and then pressed gently. | sighed as he 


sank in slowly, inch by inch, never rushing, until he was 
finally embedded all the way inside. | held him in place. 


“Let me feel you like this for a moment.” 


It was sheer perfection. When I released his ass he began 
a slow grinding motion that shot pleasure to every part of 
my body. He sawed his cock in and out of me with enough 
force that | felt it deep in my bowels but also with such 
tenderness | wanted to love this man forever. He was giving 
me more pleasure than | ever thought possible from having 
a cock inside me. 


“Yours is the hottest ass | have ever fucked, Jay. And 
that’s no bull. | could fuck you forever like this. The things 
you do to me.” 


He wrapped his hand around my cock, milking it in time 
to his thrusts so that it was a leisurely process as if we had 
all the time in the world. But we didn’t, and he picked up the 
pace as we both felt our balls churning. He still fucked with 
a slow, sensual rhythm that had me squealing. None of the 
jagged rutting that | was used to and put up with because 
I'd never had better. 


“I never knew sex could be like this,” | panted. 
“Me either.” 


His heavy breathing matched my own. His pace picked 
up, as did his hand on my cock. | pulled him down to kiss me 
as | felt the spunk shoot out all over our stomachs. My 
asshole spasmed in the throes of orgasm until he couldn’t 
control himself any longer and | felt him shoot up my ass. 
He collapsed on top of me and | held him tightly then he 
shifted so he didn’t crush me, allowing me to lower my legs 
once his cock popped out of my ass. 


“Happy birthday, Jay,” he smiled. 


“The best ever,” | replied, even though it hadn’t been a 
question. 


We slept on and off during the night, waking to do other 
things to each other’s bodies. Scott got me to fuck him even 
though I’m inexperienced in that department. He made me 
feel like | was better than anyone who'd ever fucked him 
before. | didn’t believe him but | was grateful for his 
consideration. We finally fell asleep about five o’clock in the 
morning. | didn’t want to because | knew when | woke up 
he’d be gone. | wrapped my arms around him as if that 
would be enough to keep him by my side. He reciprocated 
and much to my surprise we were in the same position 
when there was a knock on the bedroom door the next 
morning. Fortunately, l’d taken the precaution of locking it 
the previous night. 


“Time to get up, Jay. Breakfast is ready.” 

“Okay, mum. l'Il be down in a second.” | put my finger to 
Scott’s mouth so he’d not make a sound. He was searching 
for his clothes in order to make his escape. 

“And, Jay?” 

“Yes, mum.” 


“Will it be just you, sweetheart, or is Scott staying for 
breakfast? 
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By Barry Lowe 


His love makes me want to howl for joy! 
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Plus, his boyfriend’s a werewolf and if the hair clogging the 
drain in the shower and the foul-smelling raw meat in the 
fridge aren’t enough, Eddie’s just discovered he’s allergic to 
fur - especially wolf pelt. With no cure in sight, Eddie is 
forced to contemplate a life without Wolfgang, the man of 
his dreams, unless he can convince his boyfriend to make 
him one of the pack 
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